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a trade, but injustice revolts one so much at
times that it makes one stupid.*

I am sorry to learn of the death of a per-
son whom you liked. It is one reason more
for us to meet often. You are right to think
that life is a silly thing, but let us not make
it worse than it is. After all, there are good
moments in it, and the remembrance of these
good moments is more agreeable than that
of bad ones is sad. We must make an
ample provision of good recollections.

CXLIII.

PARIS, April 22, 1852.

I AM threatened with a suit for contempt
of court. I should not have attacked the
judgment against Libri. I shall have to
submit to interrogations. I hope that in
the battle I shall have regained my energy.
At present, I am annoyed and nervous.

* Libri was not innocent. An Italian bibliographer,
very learned and seductive in manner, he robbed the
National Library of valuable manuscripts, which have been
found in private collections in England* Whenever they
are offered at public sales the National Library claims them
as stolen goods, and gets them.re I had a great
